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came to know that he had been a sailor and a tramp. The
girls would have nothing to do with him. The fact that he
was a writer not only did not make his eccentricities
acceptable, but made him the more a creature apart. He
enjoyed writing his stories in his spare hours at night, he
enjoyed the great number of books he took out of the public
library on the six family cards, but there was little in his
days to bring him personal happiness: friendship, love, a
place in the sun , . . he had none of these. Then he joined
the Henry Clay Debating Society.

The Henry Clay Debating Society was the one rallying
point for intellectuals in Oakland. To it belonged young
school-teachers, doctors, lawyers, musicians, university
students, socialists, all interested in the world about them.
More than any other group in Oakland they judged a man
by the quality of his mind rather than the clothes on his
back. Jack sat quietly during a meeting or two, then entered
the discussions. The Club appreciated the clear and logical
manner in which his mind worked; they enjoyed his
robust Irish humour, his lively stories of the sea and the
road, thought him good fun and jolly company. They were
moved by his burning passion for socialism and the fund
of knowledge he had already acquired on the subject. But
most important of all for Jack at this point, they liked him,
they accepted him as an equal and a friend. In the warm
glow of their acceptance Jack shed his ill poise, his morose-
ness, his self-consciousness; he kept his head up, expressed
himself fully and with ease. He had found a place among
his contemporaries.

Of all the members Jack liked best Edward Applegarth, a
slim, brown-haired, brown-eyed boy who came from a
cultivated English family that had settled in Oakland.
Applegarth had a keen wit and an incisive habit of thinking.
The two young men were of the same age; they stimulated
each other to swift, sound thought, They began spending
their spare hours together on long walks and friendly talks.
To Applegarth Jack was not an ill-dressed, crude-mannered
boy from the wrong side of the railroad tracks; he was an